
The Tragedy c/Othello * 


Dtf. He faics he will returne incontinent; 

He hath commanded me to goc to bed. 

And bad me to difmifle you. 

Em. DilmifTe me ? 

Def. It was his bidding, therefore good Emilia^ 

-Gtae me my nightly wearing, and adiue, 

W e mu ft not now difpleafe him. 

Em I would you had neuerfeenehim, 

Def So would not I,my loue doth fo approuehim, 

That euc-n his ftuhborncnefFe,his checks and frown es, 

Prethee vnpin me ; hauc grace and faueur in them. 

Em. I haue Jnied thefe flaeercs you bade me, on the bed„ 

_ Def. All’s one good faith : how foolifh are our minds? 

If I doe die before thec,prethse ftarowd me 
In one ofthofe fame ftaceres. 

Em. Come, come,youtalke. 

Def My mother bad a maid cald Barb ary. 

She was in loue, and he fhe lou cl,prou d mad. 

And did fovfake her,fhe has a fong of willow. 

An old thing ’twasjbut it expreft her fortune. 

And flic died tinging it,that Song tonight. 

Will not goe from my mind — hatke , who’s th at knocks >■ 

Em. It is the wind; 

Def Now get thee gone,good night : 

Mine eyes doe itcb,does that bode weeping ? 

Em, Tis neither here nor there, 

Def. WouLft thou doe fuch a deed, for all the World ? 

Em. Why vyouldnotyou. 

Def No,by this heauenly light. 

Em. Nor I ocither,by this heauenly light, 

I might doc it as well in the darke. 

Def. Would thou doe filch a thing for all the World? 

Em. The worldisahugethmg,icisa s;reat price. 

For a final! vice. 

Def. Good troth I thinke thou wouldft not. 

Em. By my troth I thinke I fhould,and vndo’c when I had done 
it, mary I would not doc fuch a thing for a ioynt ri»g ; or for mea- 

ftircs- 
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fures of Lawnc, norforGowncs, orPetticotes, nor Caps, nor any 
fuch exhibition ; but for the whole world ? vds pitty, who would 
not make her husba nd a Cuckole,to make him a Monarch ? I fljould 
venture purgatory for it. 

Def, Bcfl'irew me, if I would doe fuch a wrong. 

For the whole world. 

Em • Why,the wrong is but a wrong i’the world; and h suing the 
world for your labour , tis a wrong in your owne world , and you 
might quick'y make it right. 

Def I doe not thinke there is any fuch woman. 

Em. Yes, a dozen, and as many to the vantage, as would ftore 
the world they played for. 

Def Good nighr,aood night : God me fuch vfage fend. 

Not to picke bad from bad,but by bad mend. 

Exeunt. 

ajfBus. 5 . 

Enter I ago and Roderigo, 

lag. Here ftand behind' this Bulke,ftraite will he come, 

Weare thy good Rapier bare, and put it home, 

Q.ncke,quicke,fcare nothing,I’lc be at thy clboe; 

It makes vs or it marres vs, thinke of that. 

And fixe moft firme thy refolutiom 

Red. Be necre at hand,! may mifearry in’t. 
lag. Here at thy hand, be bold, and take thy fword. 

Rod. I hauc no great deuotion to the dead; 

And yet he has giuen me Satisfying rcafons, 

Tis but a man gone : forth my lword,hcdics. 

Tag. I hauc rubd this young gnat almoft to the fenfe* 

And hcsrowesangtvnow : whether he kill Cafuo, 

Or Cafsie him, or each doc kill the other, 

Furry way makes my game ; liuc Rodcrigo, 

He calis me to a reftitution large, 

For Gold and IcweUs,tbat I bobd from him, 

A* gifts to Dcfdemona : 

It muft not be, if Cafsio dec remaiae. 





